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it was indeed so. But who had 
pitched it there ? What were we to 

I could never describe those 
thoughts and feelings which were 

The snow lay piled about the tent 
to a depth of four feet or more. 


"did those things get into that pos- 
"The wind," said Dahlstrom. 

blocked, there wouldn't have been 
any tent here now; the wind would 
have split and destroyed it long 
ago." 

"H'm," mused Eastman. "The 
wind did it, Nels — blocked the 


all. place like that ? I wonder." 

And the stillness! The air, at 

the moment, was without the slight- THE NEXT moment we had 

est movement. No sound but those cleared the entrance. I thrust my 
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land? Terrible? Yes. to human 
beings it is terrible — frightful be- 
yond all words. But, though so un¬ 
utterably terrible to men, it may 
not be so in reality. After all, are 
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them dreadful enough, were the 
thoughts that came and went. 
Through the long Antarctic night! 
What strange things this tent could 
tell us had it been vouchsafed the 
power of words! But strange 
things it might tell us, neverthe- 
less. For what was that inside, 
making the tent bulge out in so un¬ 
accountable a manner? I moved 
forward to feel of it there with my 
mittened hand, but, for some 
reason that I can not explain, I of 
a sudden drew back. At that 
instant one of the dogs whined — 
the sound so strange and the terror 
of the animal so unmistakable that 
I shuddered and felt a chill pass 
through my heart. Others of the 
dogs began to whine in that 
mysterious manner, and all 
shrank back cowering from the 

"What does it mean?" said 
Travers, his voice sunk almost to 
a whisper. "Look at them. It is as 
though they are imploring us to — 

keep away." 

"To keep away," echoed Suther¬ 
land, his look leaving the dogs and 
fixing itself once more on the tent. 

"Their senses," said Travers, 
"are keener than ours. They 
already know what we can't know 
until we see it." 

"See it!" Sutherland exclaimed. 
"I wonder. Boys, what are we 
going to see when we look into that 
tent ? Poor fellows! They reached 
the Pole. But did they ever leave it ? 


Are we going to find them in there 
dead ?" 

"Dead?" said Travers with a 
sudden start. "The dogs would 
never act that way if 'twas only a 
corpse inside. And, besides, if that 
theory was true, wouldn't the sleds 
be here to tell the story ? Yet look 
around. The level uniformity ofthe 
place shows that no sled lies buried 

"That is true," said our leader. 
"What can it mean? What could 
make the tent bulge out like that ? 
Well, here is the mystery before 
us, and all we have to do is unlace 
the entrance and look inside to 

HE STEPPED to the en¬ 
trance, followed by Travers and 
me, and began to unlace it. At that 
instant an icy current of air struck 
the place and the pennant above 
our heads flapped with a dull and 
ominous sound. One of the dogs, 
too, thrust his muzzle skyward, 
and a deep and long-drawn howl, 
sad, terrible as that of a lost soul, 
arose. And whilst the mournful, 
savage sound yet filled the air, a 
strange thing happened: 

Through a sudden rent in that 
gloomy curtain of cloud, the sun 
sent a golden, awful light down 
upon the spot where we stood. It 
was but a shaft of light, only three 
or four hundred feet wide, though 
miles in length, and there we stood 
in the very middle of it, the plain 




ped and flapped again, the sound 
of it hollow and ghostly. Again 
rose the long-drawn, mournful, 
fiercely sad howl of the wolf-dog. 

"But," added our leader, "we 


"What gibberish is this ?" Trav¬ 
ers demanded, gazing at our lead¬ 
er in utter astonishment. "Come, 
come, man! Buck up. Get a grip 
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Whether it was Travers' threat 



instant. Again the silence of deso¬ 
lation of death lay upon the spot. 
But above the tent the pennant 
stirred and rustled, the sound of 


yourself. Believe anything that 
you like. Only don't look !" 

"Very well,” I told them. "I 
won't look. I give in. You two have 
made a coward of me.” 

”A coward?” said Sutherland. 
"Don't talk nonsense. Bob. There 




maybe, as Bill says, it isn't dead. will come again.” 


Probably ..." "I was thinking ...” began 



"Maybe it— can't die!" might be a good plan to empty the 


"Probably," said I nonchal- rifle into that thing. Maybe it isn't 

antly, yet with secret disgust and dead; maybe it can't die—maybe 

with poignant sorrow. it only changes. Probably it Is just 

What was the use ? What good hibernating, so to speak.” 


would it do to try to reason with a "If so," I laughed, "it willprob- 

couple of madmen ? Yes, we must ably hibernate till doomsday." 
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Travers, starting toward his sled. 

"I thought," said he, "thatnoth- 
lng could ever take me back to 


place. 

The sound ceased. But again we 
unearthly, soul-maddening, hellish 


may ..." 

"It isn’t Earthly, Bill," he said 
hoarsely. "It's a nightmare. I 
think we had better go now." 

Travers was going - straight 
toward the tent. 


"Look!" cried Sutherland."Oh, 
my God, look at that!" 

I could not imagine what had 
made Sutherland cry out like that. 
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struck at me, but they could not 
knock me loose. 

Fingers of burnished steel dug 
into my wrists as the warlock grab¬ 
bed me. He had somehow freed 
both hands, and 1 was caught in 
his awful destiny. I was now fight¬ 
ing to free myself, and screamed in 

arms blister in the heat. The war¬ 
lock's staring eyes burned deep into 
mine as he held me tight. 

"Let them both perish," some¬ 
one bellowed, as the crowd retreat- 

tor deserves his fate, too." 

Suddenly, I was very calm and 
serene, among those ghastly lick¬ 
ing flames. I felt no pain whatever, 
but was comfortably cool and 
peaceful; I did not resist. 

The warlock then began to 
speak to me, in tones void 
of agony. "My gift to you, my 
valiant friend —is life. My soul 


wild with unearthly meditation. I 
was restored whole; yet this poor 
mortal—whatever he might be— 
was a cinder of smoldering fetor. 

"What happened — what gift 
has he given me?" I asked myself. 
I looked into his charred eyes, 
begging for an answer; I felt that 
they could still see me. 

I knelt my tired old body be¬ 
side the pyre and wept. 

/ am 56 years old and have 
spent all my life doctoring and 
caring for others. / was always 
weak and unhealthy, hut I tended 
others more than myself. Love, 
forgiveness, and knowledge to 
others, I have always freely given. 
All my lifetime efforts have been 
wasted, for today, my people rose 

soul. These despairing thoughts, 
I pondered. 

FROM MY kneeling position, 
I raised my eyes and looked into 







est hunters. My accuracy stead¬ 
ily developed, also. 

EDA AND I became good 
friends and hunted together reg- 


chunks and patiently waited. Our 
expose his head, or perhaps entire 
hunter, on his blind side, would 





MAKE YOUR 
WORKOUTS 
EASIER/ 





my door. It signified that no vile over the noisy throngs. A sworn 

soul would pass beyond. 1 turned rival from my ranks pushed his 

to face Delbert. way through the crowd, and threat- 

"You jester," I challenged. "I ened my bride with his saber. Our 

brought you into this world as code would not allow us to fight 
















she screamed and recoiled. 

"This is not Adam!" she shriek¬ 
ed, staring wildly about her. 

The people nodded sadly to 
each other. 

"Her brain is turned," they 
whispered, and then they lifted the 
corpse and bore it to the house 
wherein Adam Falcon had lived — 
where he had hoped to bring his 
bride when he returned from his 
voyage. 

And the people brought Mar¬ 
garet along with them, caressing 


way, whereat he seemed surprised; 
and men rose and quietly escorted 
him to the door. 

"You hated Adam Falcon, John 
Gower," said Tom Leary, "and 
you hate. Margaret because the 
child preferred a better man than 
you. Now, by Satan, you'll not be 
torturing the girl with your cal¬ 
loused talk. Get out and stay!" 

Gower scowled darkly at this, 
but Tom Leary stood up boldly 
to him, and the men of Faring 
town back of him, so John turned 
33 
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his back squarely upon them and 
seemed tha/what he had said had 

Insult, but simply the result of a 
sudden, startling thought. 


OF HORROR 

my children hate the sons of men. 

A SHRIEK shattered the 

feet, gazing wildly about me. 
Above the stars gleamed coldly, 




ghastly tale." hunt lead us, where we broke up 
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the pressure of a hundred fathoms 
of green water was the grasp upon 
my body and limbs, and then, as 
I thrust again, he gave way and 
crumpled to the beach. 


He lay there writhing and then 


a formless bulk that lay at the 
water's edge, where the first high 
wave would bear it back to that 
from which it came: the cold jade 
ocean deeps. 






cBtilioptliL 

by Lomas C^>oyd 

My thanks for Bill Blackbeard for loaning me his precious 
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sels. It was open across the chest, 
showing the immaculate bosom of 





All it ttt tt it' 


t, SI. SA. -J2aff.rl s 


THE OLD Galaxy maps 
(imitating early Earth maps, 
partly in humor and partly 
through intuition) pictured 
strong creatures in the far arms 
of the system — Serpents bigger 
than Spaceships, Ganymede- 
type Tigers, fish-tailed Maids, 


grand Dolphins, and Island¬ 
sized Androids. We think partic¬ 
ularly of the wry masterpieces 
of Grobin. And at the end of 
the Far or Seventh arm of the 
Galaxy is shown the Ultimate 
Creature. 

The Ultimate Creature had 



Without this promise, theworlds Hokey Planet. About this girl 
would be out of balance forever. there was something that caused 
agony to Peter: he had heard 
THE MEANEST man of her speak; she spoke like a girl 

all the worlds was Peter in a small town on East Conti- 

Feeney — a low-down sniveler, nent of Hokey Planet. Htf pray- 

a weak man. In one thing only ed that she might be struck 

he was exceptional — he had the dumb; knowing that it was an 

finest eye for beauty in a evil prayer, knowing that she 

woman of any man anywhere: was one of the really beautiful 

this, though of all men he was ones, whatever the sound of her. 

the least successful with women. There was the girl of shallow 

His purity of appraisal was not virtue on Leucite. She was pcr- 

dulled by close contact or pos- feet. What else can you say after 

session. His judgments of that? 
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tion or ease, hurried impatient, 
and quite likely the most beau¬ 
tiful woman who ever lived. 

On Trader Planet there was a 
young Jewess of bewildering 
kindness and frankness and of 
inextricably entangled life. 

In San Juan, on old Earth, 
there was a fine creature who 
combined the three main ethnic 
strains of old mankind. Peter 
made a second journey there to 
sec her; after first vision and de¬ 
parture he had not been able to 
believe what he had seen. 

Six in all the worlds P Some¬ 
how there should have been 
more beautiful women than that. 

Then Peter saw Teresa. 

And she made the seventh ? 


fallen to the poorest territory 
of all. 

And on that day on Croll’s 
Planet, he heard a sound as 
though a swish of silk had 
passed over him, a thread, a 
mesh. It was the invisible net. 

"Oh how strange are the Fish 
of Far Ocean!" an ancient poet 
exclaimed. 

Peter had seen Teresa, and it 
was all over with him. 

Peter was eating that day by 
peculiar arrangement. It was the 
smallest of the towns of Croll's 
Planet and there was no public 
eating place there. But a Grol- 

set a mat for Peter to sit on, and 
served him a meal there on a 
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now, Teresa? How could you 
have looked ? 1 ' 

"How I looked then? As in 
English — Wow ! — a colloquial- 


"To me you are perfect." 
"No. I am a poor wasted 



"There must be some liveli¬ 
hood for you. What did your 
father do ?" 
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Striving to shake the phantasy 
from me, I hastened across the 
icy platform, and burst rathe'r pre¬ 
cipitately into the dingy waiting 
room. It was brilliantly lit with un¬ 
shaded electric bulbs, and a red- 
hot stove filled it with grateful 
heat; but I was less thankful for 
the warmth than for the shutting 
out of that far-away howling. 

Beside the glowing stove a tall 
man sat tense over greasy cards 
spread on the end of a packing 
box which he held between his 
knees, playing solitaire with 
strained, feverish attention. He 
wore an ungainly leather coat, 
polished slick with wear. One tan¬ 
ned cheek bulged with tobacco. 


time he did not speak. Then he 
said briskly, "Well, Mister, what 
kin I do for ye?" 

As I advanced toward the 
stove, he added, "I’m Mike 
Connell, the station agent." 

"My name is ClovisMcLaurin," 

father, Dr. Kurd McLaurin. lie 
lives on a ranch near here." 

"So you're Doc McLaurin’s 
boy, eh ?" Connell said, warming 
visibly. He rose, smiling and shift¬ 
ing his wad of tobacco to the other 
cheek, and took iny hand. 

"Yes. Have you seen him 
lately ? Three days ago I had a 
strange telegram from him. He 






times, I could agree with the sta¬ 
tion agent that she was pretty. As 
a matter of face I had thought 
her singularly attractive. 

Three days ago, I had received 
the telegram from my father. It 
was a strangely worded and 
alarming message, imploring me 
to come to him with all possible 
haste. It stated that his life was in 
danger, though no hint had been 
given as to what the danger might 
be. 

Unable to understand the mes¬ 
sage, I had hastened to my rooms 
for a few necessary articles — 


several years. And that weird and 
terrible howling had greeted me 
when I swung from the train at 
the lonely village of Hebron. 


"I wonder if he would take me 
out tonight." 

The agent shook his head un¬ 
easily, peered nervously out at the 
glistening, moonlit desert of snow 
beyond the windows, and seemed 
to be listening anxiously. I could 
hardly restrain a shiver of my 

"Naw, I think not!" Connell 
said abruptly. "It ain't healthy to 
git out at night around here, 
lately." 

HE PAUSED a moment, 
and then asked suddenly, darting 
a quick, uneasy glance at my face, 
"I reckon you heard the howlin' ?" 

"Yes. Wolves?" 

"Yeah—anyhow, I reckon so. 
•Queer. Damn queer! They ain't 
been any loafers around these 
parts for ten years, till we heard 
'em jest after the last blizzard." 
("Loafer" appeared to be a local 
corruption of the Spanish word 
lobo applied to the gray prairie 




Sam Judson's house, among the 
straggling few that constituted the 
village of Hebron, Connell got 
very hastily back inside the depot, 
and shut the door behind him. 


SAM JUDSON owned and 
cultivated a farm nearly a mile 
from Hebron, but had moved his 
house into the village so that his 
wife could keep the postoffice. I 
hurried toward his house, through 
the icy streets, very glad that He- 


appearances, been sitting with his 
feet in the oven, reading a news¬ 
paper, which now lay on the floor. 

I took the creaking chair, I told 
him my name. He said that he 

who got his mail at the postoffice 
which was in the front room. But 



from the ranch. Perhaps because 
the snow made traveling difficult, 
he said. There were five persons 
now staying out there, he told me: 
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sides by a white plain of snow, al¬ 
most as level as a table-top. It 
was broken only by the insignifi¬ 
cant rows of posts which supported 
wire fences; these fences seemed to 
be Judson's only landmarks. The 
sky was flooded with ghostly opal¬ 
escence, and a million diamonds 
of frost glittered on the snow. 

For perhaps an hour and a 
half, nothing remarkable happen¬ 
ed. The lights of Hebron grew 
pale and faded behind us. We 
passed no habitation upon the il¬ 
limitable desert of snow. The 
heart-stilling ululation of the 
wolves, however, grew continually 


And presently the uncanny, 
wailing sounds changed position. 
Judson quivered beside me, and 
spoke nervously to the gray horses, 
plodding on through the snow. 
Then he turned to face me, spoke 


place to a quick, eager yelping; 
but there was something ventrilo- 
quial about it, so that we could not 
tell precisely from which direction 
it came. The rapid, belling notes 
seemed to come from a dozen 
points scattered over the brilliant 
moonlit waste behind us. 

They pricked up their ears, looked 

I saw that they were trembling. One 
of them snorted suddenly. The ab¬ 
rupt sound jarred my jangled 
nerves, and I clutched convulsively 
at the side of the wagon. 

Judson held the reins firmly, 
with his feet braced against the end 
of the wagon box. He was speak¬ 
ing softly and soothingly to the 
quivering grays; but for that, they 
might already have been running. 

He turned to me and muttered; 
"I've heard wolves; and they don't 







im of an agonized horse— ex- 
for the unearthly howling of 
pack, the most terrible, nerve- 
king sound I know. A strug- 
; mass of faintly seen figures 
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IT WAS incredible. It 
numbed and staggered my terror- 
dazed mind. At first I thought it 

bounding steps, as rapidly as the 
gray wolf, I could no longer dis¬ 
credit my eyes. I recalled the sug¬ 
gestion of a human voice I had 
caught in the unearthly cry of the 

Judson had told me of human foot¬ 
prints mingled with those of wolves 
in the trail the pack had left. 

She was clad very lighdy, to be 
abroad in the bitter cold of the 
winter night. Apparently, she wore 
only a torn, flimsy slip, of thin 

shoulder, and came not quite 
to her knees. Her head was bare, 
and her hair, seeming in the moon¬ 
light to be an odd, pale yellow, 
was short and tangled. Her 
smooth arms and small hands, her 
legs, and even her flashing feet, 

with a cold, leprous, bloodless 
whiteness. Almost as white as the 



They were like the gray wolfs 
eyes, blazing with a terrible 
emerald flame, with the fire of an 
alien, unearthly life. They were 


than that of any being on earth. 

of a labaster whiteness, was a 
darkly red and dripping smear, al¬ 
most black by moonlight. 

I stood like a wooden man, 
nerveless with incredulous horror. 

On came the girl and the wolf, 
springing side-by-side through the 
snow. They seemed to have preter¬ 
natural strength, an agility be- 

As they came nearer, I received 
another shock of terror. 

The woman’s face was familiar, 
for all its dreadful pallor and the 

eyes, and the red stain on h$r lips 
and cheeks. She was a girl whom 
1 had admired, whom I had even 
dreamed that I might come to love. 

She was Stella Jetton ! 

This girl was . the lovely 
daughter of Dr. Blake Jetton, 
whom, as I have said, my father 
had brought with him to this Texas 
ranch, to assist with his revolution¬ 
ary experiments. 

IT CAME TO ME that she 
had been changed in some fearful 


"Stella!" I cried. Moreascream 
of frightened, anguished unbelief, 








which she was not very familiar. you must come with us, now. Your 
The delightful, human girl 1 had father waits for us at the house, to 
known was fearfully changed. perform the great experiment." 
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NEVER CAN I forget the 
sensations of my awakening. I 
opened my eyes upon gloom re¬ 
lieved but faintly by dim red light. 
I lay upon a bed or couch, swath¬ 
ed in blankets. Hands that even to 
my chilled body seemed ice-cold 
were chafing my arms and legs. 
And terrible greenish orbs were 
swimming above in the terrible 
crimson darkness, staring down 
at me, horribly. 

Alarmed, recalling what had 
happened in the moonlight as a 
vague nightmare, I collected my 
scattered senses, and struggled to 
a sitting position among the 
blankets. 

It is odd, but the first definite 
thing that came to my confused 
brain was an impression of the 
ugly green flowers in monotonous 
rows across the dingy, brown- 
stained wall paper. In the red light 
that filled the room they appeared 
unpleasantly black, but still they 
awakened an ancient memory. I 
knew that I was in the diningroom 
of the old ranch house, where I 
had come to spend two years with 
my uncle Tom McLaurin, many 
years before. 

The weirdly illuminated cham¬ 
ber was sparsely furnished. The 
couch upon which I lay stood 
against one wall. Opposite was a 
long table, with half a dozen chairs 
pushed under it. Near the end of 


the room was a large heating stove, 
with a full scuttle of coal and a box 
of split pine kindling behind it. 

There was no fire in the stove, 
and the room was very cold. My 
breath was a white cloud in that 
frosty atmosphere. The dim crim¬ 
son light came from a small electric 
lantern standing on the long table. 
It had been fitted with a red bulb, 
probably for use in a photo¬ 
grapher's dark room. 

All those impressions I must 
have gathered almost subcon¬ 
sciously, for my horrified mind 
was absorbed with the persons in 
the room. 

My father was bending over me, 
rubbing my hands; Stella was chaf¬ 
ing my feet, which stuck out be¬ 
neath the blankets. 

And my father was changed as 
weirdly, as dreadfully, as the girl, 
Stella! 

His skin was a cold, bloodless 
white—white with the pallor of 
death. His hands, against my own, 
felt fearfully cold — as cold as those 
of a frozen corpse. And his eyes, 
watching me with a strange, ter¬ 
rible alertness, shone with a green¬ 
ish light. 

His eyes were like Stella's — and 
like those of the great gray wolf. 

AND THE WOMAN-the 
dread thing that had been lovely 
Stella—was unchanged. Her skin 
was still fearfully pallid, and her 
eyes strange and luminously green. 
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The stain was still on her paleface, 
appearing black in the somber 
crimson light. 

There was no fire in the stove. 
But, despite the bitter cold of the 

as she had been before, in a sheer 
slip of white silk, half torn from 
her body. My father—or that 
which had once been my father — 
wore only a light cotton shirt, with 
the sleeves torn off, and a pair of 
ragged trousers. His feet and arms 
were bare. 

Another fearful thing 1 noticed. 
My breath, as I said, condensed 

in the frigid air. But no white 
mists came from Stella's nostrils, 
or from my father's. 

From outside, I could hear the 
dismal, uncanny keening of the 
running pack. And from time to 
time the two looked uneasily to* 
ward the door, as if anxious to 
go to join them. 

1 had been sitting up, staring 
confusedly and incredulously 
about, before my father spoke. 

"We are glad to see you, 
Clovis," he said, rather stiffly, and 
without emotion, not at all in his 
usual jovial, affectionate manner. 
"You seem to be cold, but you will 
presendy be normal again. We 
have surprising need of you, in the 
performance of an experiment, 
which we cannot accomplish with¬ 
out your assistance." 

He spoke slowly, uncertainly, 


tempted to learn English from a 

derstand it, even if 1 assumed that 
he and Stella both suffered from a 

And his voice was somehow 
whining; it carried a note sug¬ 
gestive of the howling of the pack. 

"You will help us?" Stella de¬ 
manded in the same dreadful tones. 

"Explain it! Please explain 
everything!" I burst out. "Or I'll 
go crazy! Why were you running 
with the wolves? Why are your 
eyes so bright and green, your 
skins so deathly white? Why are 
you both so cold ? Why the red 
light? Why don't you have 
afire?" 

1 babbled my questions, while 
they stood there in the strange 

with their horrible eyes. 

FOR MINUTES, perhaps, 
they were silent. Then an expres¬ 
sion of crafty intelligence came into 

again in those fearful tones, with 
their ring of the baying pack. 

"Clovis," he said, "you know 
we came here for purposes of 
studying science. And a great dis- 

huge discovery relating to the 

changed, as you appear to see. 
Better machines they have become; 
stronger they are. Cold harms them 
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we wish to aid us, so that to all 
humanity we may bring the gift 


committing very unpleasant 

Triumphant cunning shone in 
those menacing green eyes, the cun¬ 
ning of the maniac who has just 
perpetrated a clever trick. 

"You can come now, in order 
to see the machine?" Stella de¬ 
manded. 

"No," I said hastily, and 

cold. 1 must light a fire and warm 
myself. Then I am hungry, and 
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order to defer whatever they might raised the blind, peered nervously 


he whined strangely at 





toilet. A few dresses, a vivid beret, 
and a bright sweater were hanging 



dane explanation, no form of in¬ 
sanity, could explain what I had 
seen and heard. The thought had 
been in my mind from the first, 
but I had tried to put it aside, 
looking for a simpler explanation. 
I had thought of Mars — and real¬ 
ized now that this was a symbol 
for alienness, something not of this 


snow, I abandoned the idea. I 
knew that, tired as 1 already was, 
1 could never cover the distance in 
the short winter day. And I shud¬ 
dered at the thought of being 
caught on the snow by the pack. 

1 lay down again in Stella's 
clean bed, about which a slight 
fragrance of perfume still lingered, 
and was soon asleep. My slumber, 

nightmare could be as hideous as 
the reality from which 1 had found 
a few hours' escape. 


1 SLEPT THROUGH most of 
the short winter day. When I woke 
it was sunset. Gray light fell 
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human habitation was in view, in 
all the stretching miles of that white 
waste. I felt a sharp sense of utter 
loneliness. 

I could look for no outside aid 
in coping with the strange and 
alarming situation into which 1 
had stumbled. If I were to escape 
from these monsters who wore the 
bodies of those dearest to me, it 
must be by my own efforts. And in 
my hands alone rested the task of 
finding how to restore them to their 
old, dear selves. 

Once more I examined the stout 


Abruptly, without warning, the 
key turned in the lode. 

Stella — or the alien entity that 
ruled the girl's fair body—glided 
with sinister grace into the room. 
Her green eyes were shining, and 
her skin was ghastly white. 

"Immediately you will follow," 
came her wolfish voice. "The 
machine below awaits the aid for 
you to give in the great experi- 

body, it is rested ?" 

"All right," I said. "I've slept, 
of course. But now I'm hungry and 
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"Aid us you will!" cried my 6 

father. "Or your body will we most 

painfully destroy. We will eat it HELPLESS IN thosepreternat- 
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Wolves of Darkness 


I kicked out, struggled, cursed Behind the ring, a nuge, parabolic 

them, in vain. My body seemed mirror of silvery, polished metal 

but putty to their fearful strength. had been set up. 

When my hands were tied behind But the device was obviously 

the pillar, another length of the unfinished. 

rope was dropped about my The complex electron tubes, the 

ankles and drawn tight about the delicate helixes and coils, the mag- 
ebon shaft. nets . and complicated array of 


I was helpless in this weird, sub- wires . whose smashed and tangled 




wrong, you must say where wrong. 
Describe how to put together. 
Speak quick, or die slowly!” He 
snarled menadngly. 

Though I am by no means a 
brilliant physicist, 1 saw easily 
enough that most of the parts were 
useless, though they had been 


ed. I resolved that I would not aid 
in changing other humans into 

that this mechanism, if completed, 
would be a threat against all hu- 

My father snarled toward the 





80 MAGAZINE 

be of a conducting metal, instead 
of quartz. 

He did not easily understand 

sten, for instance meant nothing to 
him until I had explained the qual- 

metal. That identified it for him, 
and he appeared really to know 
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underground temple, was dropped 
into a large lower globe. Slowly 
it seemed to dissolve, forming a 
heavy, iridescent, violet-colored 



one of the others wished to make 
any object—a metal plate or grid, 
a coil of wire, an. insulating button. 




with a speed that filled me with 
nothing less than terror. 

It occurred to me that I might 
delay the execution of the monsters' 
dreadful plan by a trick of some 
kind. Racking my weary andpain- 
douded brain, I sought for some 
ruse that might mislead my clever 


day—a day in which one horror 
followed dose upon another. 

Finally they cut me loose. The 
woman carried me out of the sullen 
crimson light of the temple, up the 
narrow passage, and into the 
house again; I was almost too 




MAGAZINE 


HORROR 






MAGAZINE OF HORROR 





86 


MAGAZINE 


OF HORROR 


very distant, low and moaning 
and hideous with the human vocal 
note It carried. But it grew louder. 
And there was something in it of 
sharp, eager yelping. 

I knew that the pack which had 

been set upon my trail. 

The terror, the stark, madden¬ 
ing, soul-earing horror that 
seized me, is beyond imagination. 

I shrieked uncontrollably. Mjy 
hands and body felt alternately 
hot and fevered, and chilled with a 
cold sweat. A harsh dryness 
roughened my throat. 1 reeled diz¬ 
zily, and felt the pounding of my 
pulse in all my body. 

And I ran. 

Madly, wildly. Ran with all my 
strength. Ran through the thick 
snow faster than I had thought 
possible. But in a few moments, it 
seemed I had used up all my 
strength. 

I was suddenly sick with 
fatigue, swaying, almost unable to 
stand. Red mists, shot with white 
fire, danced in front of my eyes. 
The vast plain of snow whirled 
about me fantastically. 

And on and on I staggered. 
When each step took all my will. 
When I felt that I must collapse 
in the snow, and fought with all 
my mind for the strength to raise 
my foot again. 

All the time, the fearful baying 
was drawing nearer, until the wail¬ 


ing, throbbing sound of it drum¬ 
med and rang in my brain. 

Finally, unable to take another 
step, I turned and looked back. 

For a few moments I stood 
there, swaying, gasping for 
breath. The weird, nerve-blasting 
cry of the pack sounded very near, 
but I could see nothing. Then, 
through the clouds, a broad, 
ghostly shaft of moonlight fell 
athwart the snow behind me. And 
I saw the pack. 

I saw them. The pinnacle of 

Gray wolves, leaping, green- 
eyed and gaunt. And strange hu¬ 
man figures among them, racing' 
with them. Chill, soulless emerald 
orbs staring. Bodies ghastly 
pallid, clad only in tattered rags. 
Stella, bounding at the head of the 

My father, following. And other 
men. All green-orbed, leprously 
white. Some of them frightfully 
mutilated. 

Some so tom they should have 
been dead ! 

Judson, the man who had 
brought me out from Hebron, was 
among them. His livid flesh hung 
in ribbons. One eye was gone, and 
a green fire seemed to sear the 
empty socket. His chest was fear¬ 
fully lacerated. And the man was 
— eviscerated ! 

Yet his hideous body leaped 
beside the wolves. 

And others were as dreadful. 





with tremendous leaps. Its eyes, 
too, were glowing green — glowing 

intelligence not normally of this 
earth. This was one of Judson's 
animals, changed as dreadfully as 
he and all the others had been. 
Its mouth yawned open, with 
yellow teeth glistening, and it howl¬ 
ed madly with the pack. 

Swiftly, hideously, they closed in 


round me, I raised my lids, 
son radiance of the ebon-pillared 

lay, upon a pile of rags, with a 
blanket thrown carelessly over me. 
Beyond the row of massive, black, 
cylindrical pillars, I saw the great, 
strange machine, with the huge 
copper ring glistening queerly in 
the dim, bloody light. The polished 
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dently they had brought me down 
Into this subterranean chamber, so 

repeat my escape. I speculated 
upon the possibility of creeping 
along the wall to the ascending 
passage, dashing through it. But 
there was little hope that I could 
do it unseen. And I had no way 
of knowing whether it might be. 
night or day; it would be folly to 
run out into the darkness. I felt 
the little automatic still under my 
arm; they had not troubled to re¬ 
move a weapon which they did not 
fear. 

Suddenly, before I had dared to 
move, I saw my father comeing 
across the black floor toward me. 

closer sight of his deathly pallid 
body and sinister, baleful greenish 
eyes. 1 lay still, trying to pretend 


"I'll help!" I cried. "Do any¬ 
thing you want. Don't tie me up, 
for God's sake! Don't let her gnaw 
me!" My voice must have become 
a hysterical scream. I fought to 
calm it, cudgeled my brain for 
arguments. 

"It would kill me to be tied 
again," I pleaded wildly. "And if 
you leave me free, I can help you 
with my hands!" 

"Be free of bonds, then," my 
father whined. "But also remem¬ 
ber! You go, and we bring you 
back not alive!" 

He led me up beside the great 
machine. One of the mechanics, 
at a shrill, wolfish whine from him, 
unrolled a blueprint before me. He 
began to ask questions regarding 
the wiring to connect the many elec¬ 
tron tubes, the coils and helixes 
and magnets, all ranged about 
the huge copper ring. 





: into a dread, night- 
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world was visible. None of them 
seemed aware of me. 

If only I could wreck the 
machine, before those creeping hor¬ 
rors of darkness came through into 
our world ! 1 started forward in¬ 
stinctively, then paused, realizing 
that it might be difficult to do great 
damage to it with my bare hands, 
before the monsters saw me and 

Then 1 thought of the little auto¬ 
matic in my pocket, which 1 had 
been permitted to keep with me. 
Even though its bullets could not 
harm the monsters, they might do 
considerable damage to the 
machine. 

I snatched it out and began fir¬ 
ing deliberately at the dimly glow¬ 
ing electron tubes. As the first one 
was shattered, the image of that 
hideous, nightmare world flickered 
and vanished. The huge, polished 
mirror was once more visible be¬ 
yond the copper ring. 

For the time being, at least, 
those rankling shapes of black and 


As 1 continued to fire, shatter¬ 
ing the electron tubes and the other 
most delicate and most complicated 
parts of the great mechanism, a 
fearful, soul-chilling cry came from 
the startled monsters in human 
and animal bodies. 


IT WAS THE yellow, stab¬ 
bing spurts of flame from the auto¬ 
matic that saved me. At first the 
fearfully transformed beasts and 
men had leaped at me, howling 
with the agony that light seemed 
to cause them. I kept on firing, 
determined to do all the damage 


And abruptly they fell back 
away from me, wailing dreadfully, 
hiding their unearthly green eyes, 
slinking behind the massive black 


When the gun was empty 
of them came toward me 
But still they seemed shaken, 


nervous haste, I fumbled in my 
pockets for matches — I had not 
realized before how they were 
crippled by light. 

I found only three, all, appar¬ 
ently, that I had left. 




the effect of the gun flashes, were 
leaping across toward me, through 
the sullen, blood-red gloom, as I 
struggled desperately to make a 


The first match broke in my fin¬ 
gers. 

But the second flared into yellow 
flame. The monsters, almost upon 
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Fearful, agonized animal wail- Then I realized lhatthelightofday, 
D sounds came again from be shining down the passage, would 
hind me. hold back the monsters more ef- 

The grasp on my ankle tight- fectually than any locked door, 

ened convulsively, then relaxed. It was still early morning. The 

LOOKING BACK, I saw hour. The sky was clear, and the 

Stella on the steps at my feet, cower- sunshine glittered with blinding, 

ing, writhing as If in unbearable prismatic brilliance on the snow, 

agony, animal screams of pain The air, however, was still cold; 

coming from her lips. It seemed there had been no thawing, nor 

that the burning sunlight had would there be until the tempera- 

struck her down, that she had been ture had moderated considerablv. 

too much weakened to retreat as As I stood there in the blaze of 

those behind her had done. sunlight, holding Stella, a strange 


lovely, suffering girl — 
even, perhaps, love —. 



self! 


came from her throat slowly died 
away. Her writhing, convulsive 
struggles weakened, as though a 
tide of alien life were ebbing from 
her body. 


seized her by the shoulders, started 
to carry her up into the light. 
Deathly cold and deathly white 
her body still was. And still it had 
a vestige of that unnatural strength. 

She writhed in my arms, snarl¬ 
ing, slashing at my body with her 

smoldered malevolently at me. But 
as the sunlight struck them she 
closed them, howling with agony, 
and tried to shield them with her 

I carried her up the steps, into 
the brilliant sunlight. 

First I thought of closing the 
cellar door, and trying to fasten it. 


vulsion. Then her body was lax, 
limp. 

Almost immediately, 1 noticed a 
change in color. The fearful, 
corpselike pallor slowly gave place 
to the normal pinkish llush of 
healthy life. The strange, unearth- 
ly chill was gone; I felt a glow 
of warmth where her body was 
against mine. 

Then her breast heaved. She 
breathed. I felt the slow throbbing 
of her heart. Her eyes were still 

like one sleeping.. I freed one of 
my hands and gently lifted a long- 
lashed lid. 





sleeping heavily. 

Realizing that she would soon 
be chilled, in the cold air, I car- 

own room, where I had been im¬ 
prisoned, and laid her on the bed, 
covering her with blankets. Still 


awakening, though a most unusual 
one, instead of the result of my ef- 

But still she was not normally 
awake. No life or feeling was re¬ 
vealed in the azure depths of her 
eyes. They were clouded, shadow- 
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all of it, but they sought for other beside our own, might visit them, 
worlds besides ours. Other dimen- "The machine was finished. And 

sions, interlocking with our own. through its great copper ring, we 

Dr. McLaurin had been working saw another world. A world of 

out his theory for many years, darkness, with midnight sky. 

basing his work upon the new Loathsome, lividly green plants 

mathematics of Weyl and Einstein. writhed like reptilian monstrosities 

upon its black hills. Evil, alien 
"Not simple is our universe. life teemed upon it. 


Worlds upon worlds lie side by "Dr. McLaurin went through 

side, like the pages of a book— into that dark world. The horror 
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the ultraviolet, or below the infra- light! Light was the one force that 
red, what new, strange worlds destroyed them; that had freed 

might burst upon our vision ? Stella from her bondage, but I 

No, I could not doubt that part must obtain better means ofmak- 

of Stella's story. My father had ing light than a few matches, 

studied the evidence upon the ex- Lamps would do; a searchlight, 

istence of such worlds invisible to perhaps. 

us, more deeply than any other And 1 was determined to take 

man, had published his findings, Stella to Hebron, if she were able 

with complete mathematical proof, to go. I must go there to find 

in his startling work, Interlocking the supplies I needed, and yet I 

Cnivcrscs. If those parallel worlds could not bear the thought of leav- 



soon the monstrous beings would and clumsy, like those of a weary 

have the machine repaired; they child, trying to pull off his cloth- 

could need no further aid from me. ing when half asleep, and I had to 
Then other hordes of the black aid her. 


shapes would come through, to She seemed not to be hungry, 

seize our world, Stella had said, But when we stopped in the dining 

to enslave humanity, to aid them room, where the remainder of the 

in making our world a planet of food still aly on the table, 1 made 

darkness like the grim sphere they her drink a tin of milk. She did it 

left. mechanically. As for myself, I ate 

I must do something against heartily, despite, ill-omened recol- 
them! Fight them —fight them with lectins of how I had eaten at this 








AS THE HOURS of weary 
struggle went by, with her warm 
body against mine, it came to me 
that I loved her very much. 

Once I stopped, and drew her 
unresisting body fiercely to me, 
and brought my mouth close to her 
pale lips, that were composed, and 
a liule parted, and perfiimed with 
sleep. Her blue eyes stared at me 
blankly, still clouded with sleep, 
devoid of feeling or understanding. 
1 pushed her pliant body back, 
and led her on across the snow. 


dark specks, upon the limitless 
plain of glittering snow. Three 

Still the girl seemed to sink 
deeper into the strange sea of sleep 
from which only hypnotic influence 
had lifted her. By the time we had 
covered another mile, she refused 
to respond to my words. She was 
breathing slowly, regularly; her 
body was limp, flaccid; her eyes 
had closed. 1 could do nothing 
to rouse her. 

The sun had touched the snpw, 
pale rose and purple fires. Dark- 











I had him buy a dozen gasoline 
lanterns, with an abundant supply 
of mantles, and two five-gallon 
tins, full of gasoline. Finding that 
the Hebron High School boasted 
a meager supply of laboratory 
equipment, I sent the boy in search 
of magnesium ribbon, and sul¬ 
phur. He returned with a good 
bundle of the thin, metallic strips, 
cut in various lengths. I dipped 
the ends of each strip in molten 
sulphur, to facilitate lighting. 

He bought me two powerful elec¬ 
tric flashlights, with a supply of 
spare bulbs and batteries, extra 


bought for me on the day before— 
the lanterns, the supply of gasoline, 
the electric searchlights, and the 

IT WAS STILL early morn¬ 
ing when I left the boy at the end 
of the street, rewarding him with a 
bill, and drove alone through the 
snow, back toward the lonely 
ranch house where I had ex¬ 
perienced such horrors. 

The day, though bright, was 
cold. The snow had never begun 
to thaw; it was still as thick as 
ever. My brown nag plodded 
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world and make it a sphere of rot* It was silent, deserted. All the mon- 

ting gloom like their own. sters were evidently below. The 

And Stella! Never could I for- door of the cellar was closed, all 
get her. I knew now that I loved crevices chinked against light, 
her, that I must save her or perish I lit my dozen powerful lanterns 
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12 Two gray wolves stood alertly 

beside the articles, which must have 
I AGREED TO attempt to been taken from me before I recov- 

start the little gasoline engine, hop- e red consciousness after the onrush 

ing for some opportunity to turn G f the pack. Their strange green 

the tables again. I was certain that C y C5 stared at me balefully, 

I could do nothing so long as I through the crimson gloom. 
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fully for any means of lighting travesties of minarets and towers 
without matches. It was motionless. And within 

Finally they brought me the lan- its reeking, fetid scarlet darkness. 



ered with obscene, writhing, rep- eyes of the things that had flowed 
tilian vegetation that glowed into them. 


vaguely and lividly green. And I was still beside the rhythm- 

on one of those hills was the city. ically throbbing little engine. As 
A sprawled smear of red evil, I shrank back in numbed horror 
it was, a splash of crimson dark- from the fearful spectacle of the 

ness, of red corruption. It spread dead rising to unhallowed life, my 

over the hill like a many-tentacled eyes fell despairingly upon the little 

monster of dark red mist. Ugly pool of gasoline I had spilled upon 

masses rose from it, wart-like the balck floor. It was not yet 

knobs and projections —ghastly ignited. 
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Then I hastily laid the flash¬ 
lights on the floor, laying them so 
they cast their broad, bright beams 
in opposite directions. I fumbled 
for matches, struck one to the end 
of a strip of magnesium ribbon, 
to which I had applied sulphur to 


another of those black spheres that 
erupted darkness. 

1 found the gasoline lanterns 
I had left in the tunnel still burn¬ 
ing; the monsters had evidently 

On the surface I ran. I gather¬ 
ed up the six lanterns I had left 
there—still burning brilliantly ' 
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course I'm well. What could be the deeply upon my mind 8 I cannot 

matter with me ? Dr. McLaurin is bear to be alone in darkness, or 

going to try his great experiment even in moonlight. And I tremble 

today. Did you come to help?" when I hear the howling of a dog, 

Then I knew —and a great glad- and hastily seek bright lights and 

ness came with the knowledge— the company of human beings. 
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